i4o                 LETTERS FROM SAMOA
off his head in Samoan war-fashion, when in his turn he was shot down and killed. It seemed a strange little story to be told, or indicated, by a heap of bones lying hid and forgotten under the bush. Lou was touched by it, and felt as if we who live on the same spot owed at least a friendly burial to our unknown neighbour; so one day after lunch we betook ourselves, with
Mr. H----- and one or two other friends, and
all the boys, by a path that had been specially cleared through the wood. In a few minutes we reached the place, where a grave had been prepared, and the bones coffined and deposited in it; and Louis, standing at the head of the grave, told again how they had been found, and what he conjectured about them. He added that he could not bear to shut away this unknown brother into the earth without some sort of farewell ; and so he had asked us all to come and
bid him (rest in peace/     Mr.  S----- made a
little speech also, though it was more concerned with Louis, and with all he had done, than with the poor bones we had come to bury; and after that the grave was filled in, and Lloyd fired seven shots across it from his revolver. We all said T6f&9 farewell, as we turned away; and left our warrior deep in the heart of the greenwood where he fought and fell barely a dozen years ago. It was odd how strangely human that handful of bones seemed to us all, and how closely linked to us in life and death.